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TULLOCHGORUM. 


Come  gie*s  a  sang  the  lady  crieii. 
And  lay  your  disputes  all  aside. 
What  nonsense  Wt  tbi  folks  to  chide 

For  what's  been  done  before  th^oi. 
Let  whig  and  tory  all  agree, 
Whig  and  tory,  whig  attd  torj, 
Let  whig  and  tory  all  agree 

To  drop  their  whigmegmoruni. 
Let  whig  and  tory  all  agree 
To  spend  the  night  with  niijrth  and  g 
And  cheerfu'  sing  alang  wi^li  me 

The  reel  of  TuUochgorttitn, 

Tulloehgorum'fi  my  deliglpt. 


And  onie  snmph  that  keeps  up  $pi(e, 

In  conscience  I  abhor  $iin: 
BKthe  and  merry  we's  be  a\ 
Blithe  and  merry,  blithe  and  merryy 
9(ithe  and  merry  we*s  be  a*, 

To  mak  a  cheerfu'  qaomm; 
Blithe  and  merry  we's  be  a' 
As  lang  as  we  hae  breath  to  draw, 
And  dance  till  we  be  like  to  h% 
The  reel  ef  Tullochgoruiit. 
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^riiere  needs  na  be  sae  great  a  phrase 
With  bringing  dull  Italipkn  lays; 
I  wadna  gie  our  ain  Strathspies 

For  half  a  h under  score  o'm. 
I  They're  dowff  and  dowie  at  the  be^t, 
DowfF  and  dowie,  dowflF  and  dowie, 
Xhc^yVe  dowfF  and  dowie  at  the  be>t, 

With  a'  their  variorum  : 
T-faey  Ve  dowflF  and  dowie  at  the  best, 
Their  allegros,  and  a'  the  rest, 
Thcgr  canna  please  a  Highland  taUe, 

GoBjpared  with  Tullochgoriim. 

♦ 

Let  wardly  minds  themselves  oppress, 
With  fear  uf  want  and  double  cess, 
And  silly  sauls  themselves  distress, 

With  keeping  up  decorum. 
Sliall  we  sae  sour  and  sulky  sit, 
Sour  and  sulky,  sour  and  sulky. 
Shall  We  sae  sour  and  sulky  sit, 

Like  auid  Philosphorum? 
Shall  we  sae  j;ou**  and  sulky  sit> 
With  neither  sense,  nor  mirth,  nor  wH, 
Mid  canna  rise  to  shake  a  ifit 

To  the  reel  of  TuUochgorum, 

May  choicest  blessings  still  attend 
Each  honest- hear  ted  open  friend, 
Apd  calm  and  quiet  be  his  end, 
Be  a'  that's  gude  before  him! 
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May  peace  and  plenty  be  his  lot, 
Peace  and  plenty,  peace  and  plentyj 
May  peace  and  plenty  be  his  lot, 

And  darnties  a  great  store  o'ln! 
May  peace  and  plenty  be  his  lot, 
Unstained  by  any  vicious  blotl 
And  may  he  never  tvant  a  groat 

That's  fond  of  Tu(l^:|chgoruni. 

Bat  for  the  discontented  fool, 
Who  wants  to  be  oppression's  tool 
May  e*>ivy  <^naw  his  rotten  sou!, 

And  blackest  firends  devour  him! 
May  dool  and  sorrow  be  his  chance, 
I>ooJ  and  sorrow,  dool  and  sorrow, 
May  dool  and  sorrow  be  his  chance, 

And  honest  souls  abhor  him: 
May  dool  and  sorrow  be  his  chances. 
And  a^  the  ills  that  come  frae  France, 
Whae'er  he  be  that  winna  dance 

The  reel  of  TuUoch^orum, 

THE  HIGHLAND  PLAID. 

Lowland  lasJ^^e  will  ye  go, 

W hare  the  biiis  are  clad  wi'  snow, 

Whare  beneath  the  icy  steep^ 

The  hardy  shepherd  tends  his  sheejj  ; 

III  nor  wae  shaU  thee  betide. 

When  row'd  within  ray  Highland  plaS«, 


B&6n  the  voice  of  chearj'  ^rJii^ 
Will  gar  a'  our  plantins  tin^ 
Soon  our  bc^hy  heather  briaffe, 
Will  put  on  their  sumraer  claes; 
On  the  mountain's  sunny  side 
Well  lean  crs  on  my  Highland  plaids 

When  the  simmer  spreads  the  flov/'rs 
Busks  the  glens  in  leafy  bovvers, 
Then  w<^'ll  seek  the  caller  shade, 
Lean  us  on  the  primrose  bed ; 
While  the  burninf^  hours  preside, 
I'll  screen  thee  wV  niy  Highland  pkid. 

Then  we'll  fenVe  iht  sheep  aiid  gont, 
I  will  launch  the  bonny  boat, 
tik'im  the  loch  in  canty  glee, 
Ren  the  oars  lo  pleasure  thee : 
When  ciiilly  breezes  swet^yt  ibe  tide^ 
ril  hap  thee  wi'  my  Highland  plaid. 

Lowland  lad«  may  dress  mair  fine, 
Woo  in  words  ra^ir  saft  then  mine, 
Lowland  lads  hae  mair  of  art, 
my  boast's  an  honest  heart  j 
WhiUc  shall  ever  b6  my  'pridt?, 
O  row  thee  In  my  Highland  iplard: 


l((onny  lad  yc'vc  becfi  sae  leal, 

My  heart  would  bre^k  at  oar  farcj^ellj 


Lang  your  love  has  made  me  fain, 
Take  me — take  me  for  your  ain  !" 
jCros«  the  firth,  away  they  glide, 
Yo«ig  Donald  and  hifi  Lowland  bride.  \ 

HALLOW  FAIR. 
Tune — Ik/  let  us  a'  ic  the  Bridal, 

Ticre'i  fouth  of  braw  Jockes  and  Jennies 

^omes  weel  baskit  into  the  fair, 
With  ribbons  on  their  cockernoniee, 

4 ad  fouth  of  fine  flour  in  their  hair. 
O  Maggie  she  was  sae  weel  busked, 

Tlhat  Willie  was  tied  to  his  bride; 
The  pony  was  ne'er  better  whisked 

Mf^ith  a  cudgel  that  hung  fraa  his  side. 

BiEt  Maggie  was  wondrous  jealotts, 

To  sec  Willie  busked  sae  braw; 
A»d  liawney  he  sat  in  the  ale-houte, 

Afui  hard  at  the  liqour  did  ca\ 
Ther^  was  Georgie  that  weel  lo'cd  his  lassie. 

He  took  the  pint  stoup  in  his  arms, 
A«d  iiugged  it,  a4id  ^aid,  Troth  they're  sfiiury 

'Thajt  lo'i^s  ixa  a  g^de  fatber's  bairn. 

Tbere  was  Wattie^  the  muirland  laddie, 
Wa^i  ^ountt\d  nppn  .a  grey  eowte, 


/ith  iword  by  hh  side,  like  a  eaddt^. 
To  drive  in  the  sheep  and  the  nowte. 
lis  doublet  sae  weel  it  did  fit  him, 
Jt  scarcely  came  down  to  mid-tbigb| 
fith  hair  pouthered^  hat,  and  a  feather, 
And  housing  at  courpon  and  tee* 

;ttt  ©ruckle  played  boo  tb  Bawsie, 
And  aff  scoured  the  cowte  like  the  win'; 

ipor  Wattic  he  fell  on  the  causey, 

'  And  brised  a'  the  banes  in  his  skin. 

{i«  pistols  fell  out  of  the  hulsters. 
And  were  a^  bedaubed  with  dirt; 

i*he  folk  they  came  round  him  in  clusters, 
Some  leugh,  and  cried,  Lad,  was  ye  hurt 

file  cowte  wad  let  naebody  steer  hina, 

He  was  aye  sae  wanton  and  skergh; 
ffae  packmens  stands  he  overturned  them, 

And  gart  a*  the  fair  stand  abeigh. 
With  sneering  behind  and  before  hina ; 

For  sic  is  the  mettle  of  brutes; 
?oo.r  Wattie,  and  wae's  me  for  him, 

Was  fain  to  gang  hame  in  bis  boots, 

^ow  it  was  late  in  the  evening, 
And  bughting  time  was  drawing  B-oar; 

the  lasses  had  stenched  their  greening 
With  fowtb  of  braw  apples  and  beet'. 
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'f  he^e       JLilM«>  ao(l  Tibbie,  ^nd  Sibfeicj 
And'C^i^y  on  the  spuidle  cowJd  spin. 

Stood  g!owrir>g  ajt  signs  and  glass  wi^nripo*firf>. 
But  deil    lad  bad^  ll?€Ui  come  in, 

(Stude  guide'jil  s^w  ye  ever  the  like  o't? 

See  J  oader's  a  bouny  black  swan ; 
ft  glo wrs  as  it  foi»  ^^^4  be  at  us, 

What's  yon  tl>at  it  haudi  in  its  ban*! 
Awa,  daft  gowk,  cries  Wattie, 
^   They're  a'  but  a  rickle  of  slicks; 
See  there  is  Bill,  Jock,  and  auld  Hauokie, 

And  yonder'3  Mess  John  and  Auld  Mck. 

%isa'  Mag^e,  Come  buy  us  our  fairiug, 

To  Wattie,  wha  sleely  could  tell, 
1  thick  thou'rt  the  flower  of  the  clach&a, 

In  troth  now  Fse  gie  you  mysel'. 
But  wha  w^d  e*er  thought  it  of  him, 

That  e'er  he  had  rippled  tlm  lint  ? 
Sae  proud  was  he  of  his  Maggie, 

Though  she  did  baith  scailie  aad  squint. 
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